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Ripeness is fall:
Pun a sampling out of it
Shear the rind of it
The tree never dies
The truth of being
Is ever with us.
Sadness is here
What can that be?
What more?
My dream bled the truth
It is all His Handiwork.
Audience:
First Person: There is no escaping from this awful thing.
Second person: Let us never fear
whatever that comes upon us.
Third person: The sword never kills; But the killer.
First Person: "The slain survive the slayer."
Chorus: Is light Is life branded with shame And marked for death. No, Never.
If indeed it was a misguided hand We would have lost This message ever. Who said the blood is spilt! The blood e' er circulates Through us all Through genertions Through aeons and yugas Through Time And even through The great act Of Kalasamhara Of our Lord.
Satpura sings a song.
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